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** Lead me to the Rock that is higher than /.'* 

** A man shall be as the shadow of a great 
Rockr 




THE ROCK THAT IS HIGHER 

THAN I. 




EW persons can have failed to ob- 
serve the apparent contradiction 
between the strength and the weak- 
ness of mankind, 

I know of nothing in this world so strong 
as a man ! He is stronger than an arch, 
and the more you heap upon that the more 
it will bear. The soul of a brave man will 
bear up under an adversit}' the weight of 
which is greater than that resting upon the 
shoulders of Atlas. 

A true man stops at nothing, shrinks from 
nothing, fears nothing. 

He tames the wind, and forces it into *his 
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service. By its aid he moves his ships, out 
on the ocean, and his mills here on the land. 
He harnesses fire and steam into his chariot, 
and makes them both his pack-horse and 
his errand boy. Aye, more, he whispers his 
secrets to the very lightning, and, obedient 
to his will, it whispers them again to his 
friend in a remote quarter of the globe. 

Nothing daunts him. What though a 
mountain is in his way — he digs through it 
The ocean intervenes between him and some 
of his kind — he finds a way over it ; and not 
content with that, he makes a way under it 

Misfortune betrays him at every turn, but 
he bears up under the shock. Sickness and 
final dissolution come, but he laughs them to 
scorn. This world may vent its petty spite 
upon him, but, conscious of his immortality, 
he ignores the affront and dies protesting. 
Yes, man is strong. He is the giant of this 
gis^t universe. 
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But he is also weak. Paradoxical and con- 
tradictory as the statement may now seem, 
man is the weakest of all God's creatures, — 
since he, alone, is conscious of his littleness. 

Confront man, for one moment, with some 
of the great facts of the universe. Eternity, 
Infinity, what is he compared with these ? 
Pass in thought from one planet to another. 
Try to fix the limits of space. Contemplate 
the heavenly bodies ; hung in one eternal 
balance, advancing, receding, attracting, 
attracted. 

Number, if you can, the myriad stars. 
Astronomers tell us, that if there were no 
planets beyond the outer limit of those that 
we see in the heavens of a clear night, then 
ill the heavenly bodies would come rushing 
together from the four quarters of the uni- 
verse, like a stupendous, mighty avalanche. 
But what keeps them back ? you ask. The 
heavenly bodies beyond, by their attraction. 
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hold them in their place. But what re- 
strains these outer planets? Still others. 
And so on until the. mind reels at the thought, 
the heart grows sick, and we cry out in our 
utter weakness and littleness, " Lord, what 
is man that Thou art mindful of him, or the 
son of man, that Thou visitest him." 

Man, then, with all his boasted strength, 
is always looking up to some power higher 
than himself In youth, in manhood, and in 
old age we lean ever upon some stronger arm, 
and in the hour of affliction, adversity, and 
death, we seek the shadow of a rock that is 
higher than we. 

All through the life of man, from the 
cradle to the grave, we see this upward look- 
ing of the race. 

Children look up to their parents, and be- 
hold in them the realization of all possible 
wisdom, goodness, and power. There is 
nothing in this world so infinitely pathetic 
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as that implicit confidence which the little 
child puts in father and mother. The parent 
is the child's god. It knows no other. 

In a short time, too soon, alas, over-con- 
scious of our own wisdom and importance, we 
think to have outgrown this refuge, and 
reject its shelter. We scorn now to be led 
by those whom, before, we worshipped. 

Arrived at manhood and womanhood, we 
look for our inspiration and instruction to the 
grand and famous souls among our fellow- 
men. They who have been wiser or braver 
than others, aid us by their lives ; inspire us 
with confidence in our race ; fill us with 
courage, and serve as beacon lights along 
the path of life. When we faint and falter 
by the way, their glorious achievements shelter 
our hearts, like some high rock, from the 
burning, withering rays of the sun of despair. 

But the time comes at last, in all our lives, 
when we see the poverty of human strength 
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and virtue. Our best friends, alas, some- 
times betray us ; and late in life, in particular 
we feel the need of some refuge that shall 
be free from human imperfection. Then it 
is that we remember that there is one who 
is " as the shadow of a great rock in a weary 
land." This is the " Rock of Ages." To 
Him we fly for refuge, and in the hour of our 
extremity we exclaim, with the Psalmist, 
*.' When my heart is overwhelmed, I will cry 
unto Thee, from the ends of the earth." 
** Lead me to the rock that is higher than I." 

Here we rest in safety. / This refuge shall 
never be outgrown and never superseded. 
For the Rock of Ages towers infinitely above 
our heads, and as we gaze with ever increas- 
ing wonder and admiration, its pinnacles lose 
themselves in the very heavens. The hu- 
man and divine elements in the character of 
Christ blend and vanish in each other. 

The Rock from which we are hewn rests 
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its broad base upon the firm earth, while its 
summit glistens in the divine light of heaven. 
Its altitude and its beauty call to mind the 
great cross which we may have seen sur- 
mounting the lofty spire of some grand 
cathedral. 

It stands there so nobly and looks out over 
the great city. It keeps guard over the 
sleeping multitude, like some brave sentinel, 
and from its watch-tower on high it catches 
sight of the orb of day before it has risen to 
our view. It gleams there at midday ; and 
even after the sun has gone down behind 
the western horizon this cross is gilded • with 
its light The radiance streaming from it 
falls upon all below; upon the hurrying 
multitude, going and coming in eager quest 
of gain ; upon the merchant at his desk, and 
the mechanic at his forge ; over the prince 
and over the beggar ; bathing them all 
in the same flood of golden light. 
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Thus it is that, although the Sun of Right- 
eousness has gone down behind the horizon 
of our human sight, His spirit shines on for- 
ever in the hearts of men. It sheds a halo 
around the meanest duty, and clothes with 
light the humblest man. 

In youth, the glad morning of life ; at mid- 
day, when the burdens of manhood and 
womanhood rest heavily upon us ; in old 
age, when the sun of life is fast declining, 
the Light of the World, if permitted to 
shine in our hearts, irradiates all our thoughts 
and renders luminous our every action. 

This, then, is the last supreme refuge of 
the soul. 

** Other reiiige have I none 
Hangs my helpless soul on Thee." 

There are those who shrink from such a 
statement as the above. They direct us to 
the God of Nature, the God of the Deist, as 
the ultimate resort and succor of mankind. 
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But the abstract idea of God is so vague 
and unsubstantial, that it casts no shadow. 
It affords no shade under which the fainting 
soul of man may find strength and quick- 
ening. 

It might be possible to support for a time 
some form of public worship by dwelling ex- 
clusively upon the contemplation of abstract 
truth, but man has always longed for some 
embodiment of the divine. 

The world needs a Christ. The truth of 
. this may be seen in the fact that the religious 
history of man has been but the record of his 
search after one. 

Every religion in the world has turned 
upon some personality, Confucius, Zoroaster, 
Buddha, Socrates, Mohammed. 

Great moral and religious systems never 
spring into existence without the power of a 
name. 

God has not left himself without a witness 
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among any people ; and thus He led the na- 
tions up, each under its own Captain, until 
at last, He himself, in the person of his Son, 
became the standard-bearer of the race. 

We see, then, the power of personality in 
every form of religious faith. Whenever, in 
past ages, God would communicate with man- 
kind, he has invariably employed the instru- 
mentality of man ; and hence when, in the 
fullness of time, a perfect revelation of him- 
self was to be made, He took the human 
form. 

We are sympathetic creatures, and the soul 
of man will never be content with any phi- 
losophical speculations, nor will the heart be 
satisfied with a God located somewhere be- 
yond the stars ; a Deity who rules the world 
by fixed and inflexible laws, who wound this 
round earth up six thousand years ago as 
one winds up a watch, and since that time 
has ceased to interest himself in its welfare — - 
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such a conception, I say, utterly fails to sat- 
isfy the longing of the human soul for a God 
made manifest in man. 

We want a leader, a guide. We need the 
inspiration of a godlike man, the comforting 
assurance of a grand soul who has passed, in 
his intuitions of the divine, beyond the hor- 
izon of our spiritual sight ; a watchman who 
shall tell us of that night beyond the tomb. 

Now, is it to be supposed that God, who 
gives everything so abundantly, would fail to 
satisfy this universal longing of the human 
heart ? 

It were better, indeed, to worship the 
Deity in the wise and good men of every age, 
rather than to erect an altar to the " Unknown 
God," (as the Greek theists did, and as our 
ov/n modern deists do,) and then bow down 
before it. 

No man has ever seen God. Apart from 
*he bible, He reveals himself, it is true, in 
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nature. But in nature there is nothing 
grand but man. 

The purest, wisest, grandest man, then, 
might be to us as though he were a God. 

Even this man-worship would be infinitely 
better than that ghost which men call " Free 
Religion." 

But Him whom we should thus ignorantly 
worship, the Scriptures declare unto us. We 
revere in Christ not only the great soul, the 
loving heart, the elder brother, but we see in 
him the incarnation of the living God. 

He could not afford us the refuge that we 
seek, were He other than what we believe 
Him to be — both God and Man. 

We must hold fast the divinity of our Lord, 
but there is equal reason why, in these days, 
we should emphasize his humanity. We 
believe that he was a man, tempted in all 
things as we are, and hence we have confi- 
dence to draw near unto him. Unless he 
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shared our nature we can derive no encour- 
agement from his example; and if we be 
exhorted to follow him, we may well cry out, 
in the very agony of our soul, " I cannot 
follow Thee. God help me. I cannot. Go 
to some other planet where there are creatures 
that resemble Thee. They may be inspired 
by Thy life, but I am a being cast in a differ- 
ent mould, and all Thou hast done and said, 
arouses no responsive pulse -beat within me." 

It is plain, then, that they who take away 
the humanity of our Lord, rob us of our 
Mediator, our Saviour, just as effectually as 
do they who sink him to the level of a mere 
man. 

But were Christ no more than human. He 
could not reveal to us the Deity. Water 
rises no higher than its level, and only God 
himself, could reveal a God. 

The man Christ Jesus leads us into the 
presence of the Father. When we go to 
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God in his name, taking him by the hand, 
we feel that we have reached the mercy seat; 
while, when we go alone, we stray and stum- 
ble. In his company we enjoy a sense of 
security and satisfaction that is not to be 
found elsewhere. 

Just as when a little child is sent alone to 
bed, it hurries through the dark hall and up 
the long staircase to its chamber ; it sinks 
down by the bed-side, and hastily repeats its 
evening prayer; but God is a great way off; 
the prayer does no good ; the child shrinks 
beneath the coverlid and sobs itself to sleep. 

When, however, the mother takes the 
child by the hand, and accompanies it, then 
it steps along so bravely, then it feels so safe. 
The dark hall and the long staircase have 
been robbed of their terrors. It fears no 
evil, for mother is near. It prays now with 
the joy and faith of childhood, and it does 
seem to this little one, kneeling in the dark- 
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ness, as though the great God, and good 
Father were right there. The heart is full 
of gladness. The child falls to sleep peace- 
fully, and its dreams are of its mother and its 
God 

Thus it is when we, ** Children of a larger 
growth," take the hand of our elder Brother 
and go with him into the presence of the 
Father. 

Christ interprets nature to our souls. God 
in him is apprehended by our hearts. 
Through him we see and know the Father. 

His disciple Philip said to him, one day, 
" Lord, show us the Father." **Have I been 
so long with thee, Philip, and yet hast thou 
not known me ?" he replied. '* He that hath 
seen me, hath seen the Father. How say- 
est thou, then, show us the Father." 

Such, then, is the weakness, such the 
refuge of the soul. We look ever up. As 
children, we look up to our parents : as men. 
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and women we turn for guidance and inspi- 
ration to the warrior, philosopher, or sage; 
but arrived at old age, we seek our securest 
refuge under the shadow of the Rock of 
Ages. 

With the thought of dissolution, all the 
great problems of life come thronging into 
the forum of the soul and demand solution. 
Then vanishes our boasted strength, and we 
realize that men are, after all, but atoms. 
In the dark we cry like children, and in the 
moment of our extremity, when our heart is 
overwhelmed, we bow our heads in humility, 
and our soul sends up the prayer, " Lead me 
to the Rock that is higher than I." 

•* That Rock is Christ." 

* * Rock of Ages, cleft for me. 
Let me hide myself in Thee." 

In the olden times, in the lands of the 
Bible, men were accustomed to travel, their 
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merchandise loaded upon the backs of 
camels, for days and weeks across the arid 
sands of some great desert 

Frequendy they thought they saw in the 
remote distance, penciled against the far 
horizon, green trees and running water. 
They quickened their weary footsteps and 
hurried on only to discover, after great effort, 
that they had been made the victims of an 
optical delusion; that these things had no 
real, substantial existence; that they were 
but pictures of air. 

At other times they found in the desert 
some high rock towering towards heaven. 
They sought refuge under its shadow, and 
cooled their parched lips with the grateful 
water that came trickling down its side. 

Now, this is but a figure. We are all of 
us pilgrims, travelers, journeying across the 
broad sands of life. Sometimes it seems as 
though our burdens were too great for us. 
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They crush us to the earth. We reel ; we 
stagger ; we despair. Where, at such a mo- 
ment, shall we turn for succor ! 

The God of the Deist, God revealed alone 
in nature, is an ever fleeting spiritual mirage^ 
without tangibility or substantial existence 
to the soul ; while in Him who is Emanuel, 
the shadow of a great rock in a weary land, 
we find that perfect refuge, strength and 
quickening that we need. 

Shall we not, then, " in all time of our 
tribulation ; in all time of our prosperity ; in 
the hour of death, and in the day of judg- 
ment," turn to Him who is our "strong 
tower," our " high rock," and the " wall of 
our defence ?' 
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The Shadow of the Rock 1 
Stay, Pilgrim, stay! 
Night treads upon the heels of day ; 
There is no other resting-place this way. 
The Rock is near, 
The well is clear — 
Rest in the Shadow of the Rock. 

The Shadow of the Rock ! 
The desert wide 
Lies round thee like a trackless tide. 
In wave, of sand forlornly multiplied. 
The sun is gone, 
Thou art alone — 
Rest in the Shadow of the Rock 1 

The Shadow of the Rock 1 
All come alone ; 
All, ever since the sun hath shone, 
Who traveled by this road have come alunc. 
Be of good cheer 
A home is here — 
Rest in the Shadow of the Rock I 
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The Shadow of the Rock ! 
Night veils the land ; 
How the palms whisper as the}* stand I 
How the well tinkles faintly through the sand ! 
Cool water take 
Thy thirst to slake — 
Rest in the Shadow of the Rock I 

The Shadow of the Rock ! 

4 

Abide I Abide I 
This Rock moves ever at thy side, 
Pausing to welcome thee at eventide. 

Ages are laid 

Beneath its shade — 
Rest in the Shadow of the Rock 1 

The Shadow of the Rock ! 
Alwa}^ at handy 
Unseen it cools the noon-tide land, 
And quells the fire that flickers in the sand. 
It comes in sight 
Only at night — 
Rest in the Shadow of the Rock I 

The Shadow of the Rock I 
'Mid skies storm-riven. 
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It gathers shadows out of heaven. 
And holds them o'er us all night cool and even. 
Through the charmed air 
Dew falls not there — 
Rest in the Shadow of the Rock I 

The Shadow of the Rock I 
To angels' eyes 
This Rock its shadow multiplies, 
And at this hour in countless places lies. 
One Rock, one shade, 
O'er tliousands laid — 
Rest in the Shadow of the Rock 1 

The Shadow of the Rock ! 
To weary feet, 
That have been diligent and fleet, 
The sleep is deeper and the shade more sweet. 
O weary, rest 1 
Thou art sore pressed- 
Rest in the Shadow of the Rock I 

The shadow of the Rock I 
Thy bed is made ; 
Crowds of tired souls like thine are laid 
This night beneath the self-same placid shade. 
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They who rest here 
Wake with Heaven near — 
Rest in the Shadow of the Rc»ck i 

The Shadow of the Rock I 
Pilgrim ! sleep sound ; 
In night's swift hours, with silent bound, 
The Rock will put thee over leagues of ground, 
Gaining more way 
By night than day — 
Rest in the Shadow of the Rock 1 

The Shadow of the Rock I 
One day of pain. 
Thou scarce wilt hope the Rock to gain, 
Yet there wilt sleep thy last sleep on the plain, 
And only wake 
In Heaven's daybreak — 
Rest in the Shadow of the Rock. — Faber 




Lift up your heads, Oy ye gates : even lift them 
up y ye everlasting doors: and the King of Glory 
shall conce in. 
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CD is immanent and active. He 
has never fallen asleep or absented 
himself upon a journey so that He 
could not hear and help. 

The Almighty is not to be conceived of as 
One who made the world and man thousands 
of years ago and then abandoned Creation 
to its own course, interfering only now and 
then by special, miraculous interposition in 
the affairs of men. God creates eternally. 
He never rests. He would cease to be were 
He to cease to act. Hence it is but a figure 
of speech, a condescension to human under- 
standing, when the inspired record says that 
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God rested on the seventh day. If the state- 
ment is to be taken literally, then it might 
have said, God died upon the seventh day. 

But if God never slumbers, neither is He 
afar off. We touch Him through our souls. 
We come in contact with Him in our hearts. 
He fills us, permeates us, palpitates within us. 
In Him we live and move and have our 
being. 

We are told that the human soul has two 
faces—one turned towards the world, the 
other turned towards God ; and in this latter 
face God beameth and gloweth continually, 
whether the man is aware of it or unaware 
of it 

How simple and how natural a thing, then, 
the whole matter of religion now becomes 
It is not something foreign to our nature — 
not a thing to be run after and brought back 
from London or Paris or Jerusalem, and vio- 
lently re-imported into men. It is the very 
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inhalation of the soul. We have only to 
throw open the gates of our hearts and the 
King of Glory will come in. 

God comes to us, not we to him, " Canst 
thou by seeking find out God ? " The road 
were too long for a blind man's travel; more- 
over, there is that which holds us back. 

One of the theories advanced by scientists 
to account for the origin of our earth and its 
sister planets supposes that the sun was once 
in a nebulous state, and that as it solidified 
these smaller bodies were thrown off and by 
their rotary motion formed into spheres. 
They still manifest a strong and abiding ten- 
dency to return again, but are held in their 
places by the attraction of other bodies be- 
yond them, together with their own inherent 
** staying power" — a power common to all 
matter. 

And thus the universe is held in one eter- 
nal balance. A mysterious force pervades 
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all the spheres, and yet each is preserved 
in its individual integrity, each revolves in its 
own orbit, and is to-day no nearer the sun, it 
is said, than when first launched out into 
space. 

The counterpart of this may be seen in the 
spiritual universe, 

God, who is the sun of our souls, has 
evolved out of his own being all the myriad 
spirits which people earth and heaven. 

We tend ever towards Him, and the mys- 
tic s prayer is that he may be swallowed up, 
at last, in the great Source of life. 

Our souls, sprung from God in the begin- 
ing, are aroused at times to a consciousness of 
their divine origin, and long to return again 
from whence they came. 

As, in the material universe, the law of 
gravitation prevails, acting upon every sphere 
and drawing all towards one central sun, so, 
in the world of spirits, all souls tend towards 
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God, — all are conscious of a mysterious im- 
pulse, and blindly grope for their maternal 
spirit 

You feel it sometimes within you, this 
secret, mystic outgoing of the soul in 
search of the Divine, the Infinite, The 
heart of the monk throbs with the im- 
pulse. He longs to sever his connection 
with the earth and the body, and, — ^mounting 
on the wings of the soul, — ^he would take 
refijge in the bosom of his Creator, plunge 
again in the grand central sun of the spirit- 
ual universe, submerge himself once more in 
the great sea of being, whose waves noise- 
lessly dash upon the boundless shores of 
eternity. 

And, surely, all have had something of 
this feeling. It is a spiritual law. God binds 
us to himself in this way, and He holds our 
souls as securely in His grasp as He does 
the bright spheres above our heads. Every 
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planet feels His power ; every soul is subject 
to His will. 

We cannot attain to God, however, as has 
been said, though drawn powerfully towards 
Him, any more than the planets can re- 
plunge into the sun, for there is a power 
within us — the centripetal power of our own 
personality — ^which holds us back. 

Man's consciousness cannot be lost in 
God's consciousness. The pantheist, follow- 
ing a single impulse of the soul, loses sight 
of this fact. Our individuality is provided 
for, some way, within the individuality of 
God. 

But although the planets cannot return to 
the sun, they can be warmed and lighted by 
its rays, which are spread abroad through all 
the universe. So, too, though man and God 
be held asunder, our Heavenly Father draws 
nigh to us in the person of the Holy Ghost, 
who fills our hearts and quickens them into 
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new life. If we cannot go to Him, He 
comes to us. Say to thy soul, ** Lift up your 
heads, O ye gates; even Hft them up, ye 
everlasting doors, and the King of Glory 
shall come in," 

Alas, however, we are not always ready to 
receive the Heavenly Visitor. The sun 
never ceases to shine, it is true, but some- 
times clouds intervene between us and it, and 
shut out its rays. 

But if there be a break in the dark pall 
which hangs over its eternally radiant face, 
then what a glory streams through the rift, 
and how the abodes of men are bathed in 
the golden flood of light. Let but the gates 
of the material heavens lift up their heads, 
and all nature welcomes the King of day to 
the realms of light. 

So, too, clouds of sin and selfishness sur- 
round our souls and exclude the Holy Ghost 



40 THE EVERLASTING DOORS. 

Our hearts are closed against Him. We are 
shut up within ourselves. 

But now, suppose a man who has been 
living on for years in this darkness, wrapt in 
sel£ not consciously criminal, perhaps, but 
rendered thoughtless by the cares of life, and 
the race after wealth, — suppose such a man, 
I say, becomes suddenly aroused to the 
knowledge of that light which beams forever 
round about him, and, through the chinks 
and crevices of his soul, catches a glimpse 
of the ineffable glory of the Infinite One, 
may he not exclaim with unspeakable tran- 
sports, and with great joy, "Lift up your 
heads, O, ye gates, even lift them up, ye 
everlasting doors, and let the King of Glory 
in?" 

May we not be pardoned, then^ if our 
hearts leap with exultation at the thought of 
God's immediatfe presence. With all oui 
conscious imperfections, can we fail to realize; 
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that man is, after all, the grandest work of 
Jehovah ? He, alone, can hold the Holy 
Ghost It is his sublime prerogative. 

But how long shall we grovel, then, in the 
slough of selfishness ? How can an immor- 
tal soul, conscious of its divine calling, rest 
content with self? How can men shut the 
gates of their hearts and keep the King of 
Glory out ? 

All else is valueless, when compared with 
this indwelling of the Divine Spirit. 

Has misfortune beset you, has the result 
of long years of weary toil been swept away 
in a night time ? Count it as nought ; God 
dwelleth within you. 

Has the world misunderstood you, and 
hated you, and persecuted you ? The In- 
finite One dwells in your soul. 

Have you been abandoned by friends, 
deserted by relatives, do you stand alone in 
the cold world ? — then remember that there 
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is a friend that sticketh closer than a brother. 
God is with yoiu He never will desert you. 
He has said, with infinite compassion and 
love, " When your father and mother for- 
sake you, I will take you up." 

Religion, then, is one of the most simple, 
one of the easiest, one of the most natural 
things in all the world. It is not necessary 
to suppose a miracle in order to account for 
the conversion of any man. The greater 
wonder is that we are not all angels. 

God is ever ready to be received into our 
souls. He stands knocking at our hearts 
and all we have to do is just to let Him in. 

While God's favor is no intermittent spring, 
there is such a thing as a sudden, instantane- 
ous realization of His nearness. A man 
may in a moment resolve to throw wide the 
gates of his soul, and bid the King of Glory 
enter. He was there, but we did not know 
it, or we heeded not His presence. In sea- 
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sons of revival, the gates are opened and the 
King comes in. 

Just as the rain, distilling from the clouds, 
trickles down the mountain side and sinks 
into its hidden, subterranean reservoirs, so, 
too, the Holy Ghost, in praise and prayer 
and sacraments, descends into our hearts, 
the doors of which, bolted and barred by a 
vicious will, exclude the Heavenly Messen- 
ger, oftentimes, for months and years. But 
the time comes, at last, when the barriers are 
removed, and then, in rushes the Holy Spirit 
like a deluge. 

" Artesian wells, says one, are sometimes 
Bunk through the sod of the prairies, through 
the loam, through the gravel, through the 
hardpan, which is almost granite, until, at 
last, a thousand or fifteen hundred feet be- 
low the surface, the hand of man reveals a 
deep and rapid river, coursing through those 
solitary, sunless depths at a speed often miles 
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an hour, swifter than the Mississippi, the 
Ohio, the Hudson, or any of the beautiful 
and imperial streams of this country, flowing 
as they do through picturesque mountain 
scenery, stately forest or enameled meadow, 
amid crowded cities or cultivated fields. 

And when the shaft has reached that im- 
prisoned river, and the rent has been made 
for the first time in its dungeon walls, the 
waters, remembering their august source on 
far distant mountain tops, where ages ago 
they fell, leap upwards to the light with ter- 
rible energy, rising in an instant far above the 
surface of the earth, and pouring forth their 
healthful and fertilizing current to delight and 
refresh mankind." 

Thus it is that the pent up waters are sud- 
denly admitted to our hearts by the ponder- 
ous shaft of some great sorrow, which sinks 
through the outer crust of indifference and 
selfishness, and pierces the very conscience 
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of the man. Then the soul is refreshed by 
the in-nishing torrent, and we have a genuine 
" Revival of Religion." 

When the Holy Spirit begins to shine in 
our hearts, it is as if the rays of the rising sun 
were struggling with the clouds and shadows 
of the night 

The tourist who stands upon the top of 
mount Righi at sunrise, beholds a most im- 
pressive sight Darkness and silence are 
camped around the mountain tops. The 
earth is still. But now, suddenly, a faint 
glow is seen in the East A sea of clouds 
pitch and toss, like the waves of the ocean, in 
inextricable confusion, and the powers of light 
and darkness seem to have joined in battle. 

The light increases steadily, however, until 
at last the clouds, vainly resisting the onset 
of the foe, break suddenly and are driven, 
with wonderful rapidity, to the remotest hori- 
zon, where they disappear. 
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The war of the elements is ended. And 
down all the mountain sides and through all 
the valleys pours the purple flood. "The 
red dawning proclaims a victorious fight, and 
from the sword of the sun flows the blood of 
the night." 

Now, there seemed to be a decisive moment 
in that conflict, a turning point, a crisis. 
That reached, and the result followed almost 
with the rapidity of lightning. 

Thus it is with the war between the spirit 
and the flesh, which is but the wrestling 
of the Holy Ghost at the door of our 
hearts. 

At first we feel a slight compunction for 
our sinfulness. Conscience sounds the cock- 
:row of alarm. The dawn is nigh. Higher 
mounts the sun. Stronger beam its rays. 
The struggle is fierce for a time, for clouds 
compass our souls about, but the power of 
God to salvation is infinite. It conquers at 
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last over all its foes, and " the day-dawn and 
the day-star arise in our hearts." 

The turning point once reached, the gates 
of the soul once thrown open to the King of 
Glory, and the Holy Ghost dispels the clouds 
of sin and self, just as the mists and shadows 
of the morning fly and vanish before the glory 
of the rising sun. 

Grant, O God, that perpetual day may 
reign within our hearts ; that we may dwell 
forever in the light of thy countenance, for 
away from Thee we are like the planets away 
from the sun, — our souls wander in outer 
darkness and in great despair. 

This, then, is the secret of what we some- 
times call the New Birth — the triumph of the 
Holy Ghost at the gates of the soul. 

But it is not to be supposed that God will 
do this work in spite of us. We must 
not expect Him to bring it to pass, if we are 
idle. He will not take our hearts by storm. 
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The Holy Spirit is always waiting to be 
received into our souls, but we must throw 
open the gates and bid Him welcome. 

God encourages every advance of ours, 
and He will meet the faltering soul more than 
half-way. 

" Who goes towards God an inch in doubt- 
ings dim, in glorious light God will approach 
a yard towards him." There is an element 
of reciprocity in the divine nature. 

God is like the ocean into which flow all 
the brooks and rivers that are fed again by 
it 

God is like a mirror ; if you show it a 
smiling countenance, it returns a smile. 

God is like the forest; if greeted with a 
glad shout of welcome, it returns the greeting 
with an echo. 

Say, then, to thy soul, " Lift up your heads, 
O, ye gates, even lift them up, ye everlasting 
doors, and the King of Glory will come in." 



* 
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If a man will do this, if he will welcome the 
Divine Spirit, his whole being will undergo a 
change. The springs of his action shall be 
purified, his thoughts will all run in new 
channels, and his whole mind and soul and 
body shall be transformed. There will spring 
up a well of joy within him, and all his ways 
shall be ways of pleasantness and all his paths 
be peace. Even his countenance, reflecting 
the hol> thouglits within, tvill beam with a 
radiance such as streamed from the sacred 
face of Jesus, when, upon the Mount of 
Transfiguration, the Holy Spirit shone within 
and round about Him. 



1 



50 THE KING OF GLORY. 



THE KING OF GLORY. 

Long had the tears of penitence 

From sleepless eyes been falling, 
Long had I heard the still small voice 

That through the soul kept calling ; 
One night I watched the shapeless clouds 

That o'er my mind were rolling,. 
Till the clock's slow and solemn tongue 

The hour of twelve was tolling. 

Then o'er the loved disciple's page 

Was I my vigils keeping ; 
I read and prayed, and read again, 

While all the rest were sleeping ; 
And as I prayed there came a fire, 

Within me gently glowing, — 
A calm as when the drooping gales 

At hush of eve stop blowing. 

The clouds that o'er my spirit hung 
Then gave a bright forewarning ; 

They changed to white and purpling flakes 
As at the break of morning. 
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And then looked through the countenance. 

Clothed in its sun- bright splendor, 
Of Him who o'er his Church of old 

Kept holy watch and tender. 

His robe was white as flakes of snow 

When through the air descending — 
I saw the clouds before Him melt 

And rainbows o'er Him bending ; 
And then a voice — no, not a voice — 

An inward calm revealing, 
Came softly as the steps of Dawn 

O'er tranquil waters stealing. 

And ever since, that countenance 

Is on my pathway shining, — 
A Sun from out a higher sky 

Whose light knows no declining : 
All day it falls upon my road 

And keeps my feet from straying, 
And when at night I lay me down, 

I fall asleep while praying. — Sears, 



Whither shall I flee frotr* Thy presence. If I 
take the wings of the morning and dwell in the 
uttermost part of the sea : even there shall Thy 
hand' lead me^ and Thy right hand shall hold 
me. 




^'THE W^INGS OF THE MORNING/' 




HE langusLge of the East was ornate 
and flowery, it is true, but it was 
not vague or senseless, and the 
** figure," however high wrought it may 
have been, always veiled an idea. 

As for that matter, there is no fact in the 
material world which may not be shown to 
have an exact counterpart in the world of 
spirits. The Idealists, in philosophy, main- 
tain that there are certain archetypes upon 
which the world of thought is built Biblical 
critics, from Origen to Swedenborg, have 
advocated a mystical interpretation of the 
Scriptures, seeing always under the material 
image, a hidden, spiritual truth. 
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According to these theories, the universe 
is a thousand-sided mirror which multiplies 
every idea a thousand fold. 

This is illustrated in the growth of language. 

Take it in the life of the nation, for instance. 
The first words stood for material objects, 
and then, later, as man rose in the scale of 
existence, these words, mxny of them, came 
to be used to designate spiritual facts. 

The first nieaninj^ of this vc ry word ** Spirit" 
was *' breath," (from spiro, to breathe;) but 
when the belief in an extra material existence 
— the human soul — arose, this word, or some 
other, had to be borrowed from those already 
employed to designate material objects, and 
was applied to the spiritual thing in question. 

It is the same with the individual as with 
the race. The child notices first the outer 
world. Trees, houses, the sun — these first 
attract its attention. A little later it becomes 
conscious of the operations of its own mind, 
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and Mental Science is its study. The first 
man is of the earth, earthy ; aiid thf subject 
of Physics constitutes his special delight 
The second man busies nlmse^f witn mental 
and spiritual phenomena. 

Hence the name which is frequently applied 
to Mental Science — Metaphysics — {AfU/ 
Physics) — so called, it i^. said, because Aris- 
tode wrote this word upon his manuscript 
lectures on the mind, to indicate the (irder in 
which they were to be read to his pupils. 

We see, then, that material images, when 
employed to designate spiritual facts, may 
have and should have a somewhat precise 
and definite meaning; they ought to stand 
for something. 

Now in early ages this was invariably the 
case, and it continues to be so among Orien- 
tal nations. 

In the west, however, we have long since 
forgotten the connection between the image 
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and the idea. For this reason the writing? 
of Eastern peoples usually strike us as wild, 
fantastic, and meaningless. We forget that, 
to the initiated, every sentence has a second, 
hidden signification. 

The language of the Koran, for example, 
seems to us a confused mass of sensual 
jargon about cows, the sun, the moon, and 
other objects of the material universe. 

Perhaps a better acquaintance with the 
habits of speech of all ancient, and of 
modern Oriental nations, would enable us to 
see, under all these images, corresponding 
spiritual truths. 

And now, the same may be said, to a much 
less degree, perhaps, of the Inspired Word of 
God ; and when the Psalmist, for instance, 
exclaims, ** Whither shall I flee from Thy pres- 
ence. If I take the wings of the morning and 
dwell in the uttermost part of the sea, even 
there shall Thy hand lead me and Thy right 
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hand shall hold me," we are led to ask our- 
selves the question, **What are we to 
understand by *The Wings of the Morn- 
ing? 

To say that this phrase is synonymous 
with the expression " Light," only reduces 
the figure to its lowest terms ; it does not ex- 
plain it. The equivalent should be sought in 
the opposite domain, otherwise it is not a 
figure. 

The Psalmist was profoundly conscious of 
God's searching presence, and of the abso- 
lute impossibility of escaping His judgments. 
" Whither shall I go," he says, '* from Thy 
Spirit?" 

He realized, perhaps, that even the Do- 
main of Thought stood open to the Searcher 
of hearts; not only the outward life and 
actions of men, but their very thoughts came 
under His observation. 

This beautifijl figure, then — ** The Wings 
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of the Morning" — symbolizes " Thought," a 
take it 

The rays of the rising sun, the wings of 
the morning, fly not so rapidly, nor do they 
pursue their course so silently as does the 
thought of man. And as there is no point 
in space penetrated by the light of the sun, 
where God is not, so, too, the innermost re- 
cesses of our hearts, the secret thoughts of 
our souls are also known to Him. 

It will be seen that the Psalmist chose the 
most fitting figure to serve his purpose that 
the material universe affords. 

Light travels with a velocity of two hun- 
dred thousand miles in a single second of 
time, and yet this is scarcely proportionate to 
the distance which it passes over. There are 
stars now visible to us, which, had they been 
destroyed at the beginning of our era, 
would still seem to exist, since the ray of 
light which left them eighteen hundred 
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years ago has not had time to reach us 
yet 

The mind reels if we attempt to grapple 
with such figures ; and yet " light," as com- 
pared with " thought," is but as the " stage- 
coach '' of a former generation as compared 
with the " electric telegraph " of to-day. 

As soon as the mind can knit itself, in the 
twinkling of an eye, " thought " transports us 
to those stars that have been mentioned, 
while it takes " light " — travelling eight times 
around the globe in a single* second — 
eighteen hundred years to make the journey. 
But the psalmist assures us that neither the 
** carrier pigeon of the sun," nor the ** elec- 
tric pulse-beat of the soul," can penetrate to 
that place where God is not 

The ancients believed that the earth was 
flat, and that the ocean was boundless, illim- 
itable, infinite. And so the Sweet Singer of 
Israel exclaims with a divine fervor : " If I 
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take the wings of the morning and dwell in 
the uttermost part of the sea, even there shall 
Thy hand lead me, and Thy right hand shall 
hold me." 

As the words linger in our minds, we see 
King David, in imagination, standing upon 
the shores of the sea, and gazing out upon 
its vast extent Any one who has ever been 
upon the ocean knows how grand a sight it is ; 
what peculiar emotions stir the breast ; and 
how profound the impression of God's vast 
providence and His absolute omnipotence. 

Is it Chateaubriand who says, in effect: 
" I have often sought the deck of a ship at 
midnight There was no sound but that of 
the rippling of the water at the bow, and 
there was nothing to be seen but the phos- 
phorescent sparkling of the waves, and the 
long trail of foam which , marked the course 
of the vessel. Nowhere has the Creator left 
such evidence of His omnipotence and terri- 
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ble grandeur as upon the abyss of waters 
and in the depths of the ocean/' 

''A million stars, and the moon in the 
midst of the firmament, shine down upon the 
bosom of the shoreless sea. Never have I 
been so powerfully impressed with the sub- 
ime majesty of Almighty God as on those 
nights when I hung suspended between the 
stars and the ocean, and felt the infinite gulf 
beneath my feet" 

Thoughts akin to these, perhaps, stirred 
the bosom of the psalmist as he stood upon 
the shores of the Mediterranean and poured 
forth his emotions in such graphic and beau- 
tiful form. As a youth he had watched his 
flocks upon the hills of Judea, and from 
thence looked out over the broad expanse of 
water. 

We may fancy that we see him now de- 
scending to the shore, where he stands at 
last, his back turned towards the east, watch- 
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ing the rays of the rising sun as they play 
upon the waves. The ocean is burnished 
with light, and as the orb of day mounts high- 
er and higher, its beams advance farther and 
farther into the illimitable void, and are lost 
at last in the distance. He fancies that this 
light pierces to the bottom of the ocean, and 
illumines the caves of the sea. But while he 
trembles with awe at the contemplation of 
the material grandeur of Jehovah, high 
above the dash of the waves and the roar of 
the sea, he hears the voice of God echoing 
through the fathomless depths of his own 
heart ; and it is at this moment that his soul 
is pierced with a flash of divine light, while 
he gives utterance to the words, " Whither 
shall I go from Thy Spirit : or whither shall 
I flee from Thy presence? If I ascend up 
into heaven. Thou art there : if I make my 
bed in hell, behold. Thou art there. If I say. 
Surely the darkness shall cover me ; even the 
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night shall be light about me. Yea, the 
darkness hideth not from Thee ; but the 
night shineth as the day ; the darkness and 
the light are both alike to Thee/' 

David had seen, in imagination, how the 
dim halls of the illimitable sea were lighted 
up by the rays of the sun, and perhaps it 
occurred to him that the searching Spirit of 
God penetrates to the hidden chambers of 
the imagination, and illumines the secret re- 
cesses of our innermost thought. We judge 
so, at least ; for the mind of a man is a cav- 
ern, in the darkness of which go on works 
that are hidden from the eyes of men, and 
which we may fancy, for a time, are hidden 
likewise from the sight of God. 

This is what the prophet Ezekiel means, 
where he describes how he was led by a sub- 
terranean passage, into a hidden apartment 
under the temple at Jerusalem. He saw 
there upon the walls, snakes, reptiles, and 
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abominable beasts, before which the people 
fell down and worshipped. Then the angel 
of the Lord said to Ezekiel, "Son of man, 
hast thou seen what the ancients of the house 
of Israel do in the dark, every man in the 
chamber of his imagery ? for they say, * The 
Lord seeth us not' " — (JSzek. viii. 1 2.) 

These secret rites, which were thus per- 
formed in a hidden room under the very 
temple of God, were indicative, says one, of 
the inner life of the Jewish people. While 
they publicly professed to love the God of 
Abraham, they worshipped, in their secret 
thought, the God of Mammon. Power 
looked down from one altar, and pleasure 
from another. Their outward life was in 
accordance with the Jewish law, but the 
Chambers of their Imagery were hung 
around with emblems of the world and the 
passions, while within their souls they bowed 
down before these gods of their idolatry. 



-2! 
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The words of the psalmist assure us, how- 
ever, that there is no place so dark, so deep, 
or so distant, but that the Spirit of God can 
penetrate even there. 

Now, we are all of us unconsciously adorn-^ 
ihg or disfiguring the walls of this inner 
Chamber of the Soul, and we are apt to think 
that all which transpires there is done in se- 
cret But we should remember that there is 
One from whom the darkness hideth not ; the 
darkness and the light are both alike to Him. 

It results from all this that whatever we 
purpose or decide to do at some coming time, 
be it good or bad, is, in the sight of God, the 
same as done. The will and the mind are 
the seat of virtue, as well as of vice. 

So if we take the wings of the morning, 
and go forward in thought into the future, 
God judges our resolutions as though they 
were accomplished facts. 

If we determine to-day upon the perpetra- 
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tion of some sin to-morrow, then we are 
condemned already. 

But if we may speak of the Wings of the 
Morning as symbolizing " Thought," so too, 
we may allude to "Memory" as the Wings of 
the Evening. By its aid we are borne back 
through the chambers of our imagery as 
upon the rays of the setting sun ; it needs 
but spread its pinions, and we are there. 

" Light up the torches, then," says one, 
" and let us gaze upon the statues and paint- 
ings with which, in past time, we have 
adorned these inner walls. Here we see 
depicted some act of violence, here we are 
reminded how a trust was once betrayed, 
while at intervals, perhaps, we catch sight of 
a noble image, or a beautiful picture, which 
recalls a generous act" 

Some men must take more pleasure than 
do others in thus walking through the 
" chambers of their imagery." 
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It is said that there is a gallery in Europe 
which contains nothing but paintings of our 
Lord and His mother. Every line and 
feature on the walls speaks c^ love and 
beauty. 

Now shall the chamber of our iniagery re- 
semble this gallery, or shall it call to mind 
the Catacombs of Rome, the walls of which 
are lined with ghasdy figures, and the skulls 
of men ? 

It may be true, as has been said, that we 
cannot remove any of the pictures which have 
already been put in place, but we can paint 
others there which will only borrow new 
beauty from their hateful surroundings. 

If the " Prodigal's Departure " is there, 
place beside it the " Prodigal's Return," and 
above them both write upon a scroll these 
words, " The Lord is good ; His mercy en- 
dureth forever." 

" Repentance may not efface the past 
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The rays of the setting sun do not disperse 
tlie clouds that gather along the western ho-, 
rizon, but they fill these clouds with light, and 
make them luminous with rays of beauty J^ 

We are thus assured that the hand of God 
will hold and guide us through all the paths 
of life — in the hour of secret temptation, and 
when we suffer with any hidden affliction. 
In the night as in the day he is round about 
us, and sometimes, when we lose our cour- 
age, and, overwhelmed in a sea of troubles, 
cry out, like Peter of old, " Lord, save us, or 
we sink," He stretches forth His hand, and 

we hear His voice, gently chiding, " O thou! 

j 

of little faith, wherefore didst thou doubt ?" 
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The setting sun turned Alchemist, 
And streams and lakes and lakelets kissed. 
And a vast ground a&r unrolled 
Of green bespangled o'er with gold ; 
The hills as monarchs stand confest, 
A flashing shield on every breast, 
While at their feet their treasure shines ; 
As earth had emptied all her mines 
Of precious ores and gems most rare. 
And poured in molten rivers there. 

These golden treasures fade — and then 
Comes on the solemn twilight scene. 
Bright cherub forms in endless crowds 
Build stairs to heaven of amber clouds. 
And hushed beneath the orange skies 
The earth in meek enchantment lies ; 
While through the gilded haze afar 
Comes bravely on the Evening Star. 

And from those hills I bore away 
Chambers of fadeless imagery, 
Which clearer rise and warmer bum 
When Wordsworth's quiet page I turn, 
Who in these fypk glories found 
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'* To what fair countries we are bound " — 

As if, in Mansions of the Blest, 

Our Heaven might have its Golden West, 

And all of earth's resplendent show 

In still diviner beauty glow. 

And He who came — the Incarnate Word — 

When conscious Nature knew her Lord, 

Clothed the pure " Heaven" his "Gospel" brings 

In earth's most rare and beauteous things ; 

The " Harvest Fields" of precious dower. 

The cleansing "Stream," the lowly '• Flower," 

The " River" rolling ever on 

From living "Springs" beneath the "Throne," 

The " Trees" that fringe the sunlit shore 

With rainbow glories bending o'er. 

O Thou, the all-creative Word I 

Beneath whom Nature owns her Lord, 

Give me the mind and heart most fit 

To read thine elder Holy Writ, 

That when from earth I bear away 

The chambers of its imagery. 

The hills beneath thy higher skies 

As old ^miliar friends shall rise, 

And all of earth most pure and fair 

Bloom with immortal beauty there. — %ears. 
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